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What Lies Between Us 


What Lies Between Us 
"You waited, like, a month." 


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. I lie in the bed, frozen with the 
weight of the truth. Knowing that he was right, but still feeling the 
anger bubbling inside my chest. I tried to respond with something 
smart, but no words formed in my mouth. Instead, I rolled over and 
barked out "I want them off" in response to his earlier question about 
the lights. 


The room went dark, and I was alone with my thoughts and sound of 
Jonathan's uneasy breaths. 


My mind drifted to the events of last year and the weeks that 
followed. First, there was relief and then came the emptiness. The 
dread. The realization that our lives would never be the same. The 
realization that Barb was never coming home. She was never going to 
side-eye me for all the stupid decisions I make. She was never going 
to sleep beside me while I fall asleep to the sound of her breathing. 


I just wanted something to stay the same. I needed one constant in 
my life; and there was Steve. Beautiful, charming Steve that adored 
me, and I him. I was happy in the beginning, and I was overcome 
with the one gift that life had granted me. Love. Companionship. But 
then the weeks turned to months, and my happiness faded into 
contentment. I loved Steve. I did. But I always felt Jonathan gnawing 
at my conscience. How could I love Steve if I couldn't get Jonathan 
out of my head? Maybe I wasn't in love with Steve but with 
Jonathan? I don't know the answer, and I hate the thought of not 
knowing anything. 


As I lay in the darkness, in the double bed side Jonathan's, my only 
wish is that I could be next to him. I wish that there wasn't this dingy 
nightstand between us and that the pain we have both caused each 
other was erased. 


I hear rustling coming from the other double bed, and then 


Jonathan's voice cuts through the darkness, "Nancy?" 


My heart quickens at the sound of my name in his mouth, and I turn 
over to face him. The streetlight shining through the window 
illuminates his outline, and I see his arm stretch toward me and fall 
lightly on the nightstand. After a moment, I reach my hand out to his 
and let it rest on the cool mahogany, barely touching his thumb. We 
stayed like that for a long time. Both willing the other to make the 
first move and chip away the walls that have been building between 
us. Neither one of us ready to take the first step into the unknown. 


When I woke the next morning, Jonathan was still asleep. I looked 
over at his sleeping figure and a small smile crossed my face. He was 
facing me with his arm still laying across the nightstand. The palm of 
his hand was facing up, waiting for me to finally choose him. I closed 
the space between us and placed my hand in his, falling back asleep 
to the sound of his rhythmic breaths. 


